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together!" he murmured, and then he sighed heavily. "Do
you know/' he said, "I sometimes take the auspices, quite in
the old Roman way, about her and me. I look out of that win-
dow and watch for birds; not sparrows, for I don't count spar-
rows, but any other birds. And if the first one I see flies to the
right I say to myself: * She'll come round in the end,' but if
it flies to the left I say to myself"—here that peculiarly sweet
smile of which he had the secret crossed his face—"what I
really say to myself, No-man, if it flies to the left, is: 'It's all
childish nonsense!'"
"How do you feel nowl" inquired Wizzie gravely. /'You
frightened me stiff a minute ago!"
"Oh, I'll he all right now," he said, composing his face and
stretching out his legs as if for a familiar ordeal. "But I'll have
to go through a bout of the pain now. So I'm afraid we'd better
say good-bye for a while. When I get like that it always comes
—just here." And he jabbed with his great, spatulate thumb,
a thumb that could be bent backwards further than any thumb
in Dorchester, the spot in the counterpane that covered the
centre of his body. "What I think it is," he said, "is pleurisy.
But the nurse won't have it. She says it's something else. But,
whatever it is, it's hardly weakened me at all. Do you know
what I told Edith when she said I fell down from weakness ?
I told her I fell down from dizziness, not weakness; I told her
I was strong enough to beget a child! She did laugh at that.
But I always talk freely to those girls. I like to make them
laugh."
"Does it hurt much?" asked Wizzie.
"No, no, little one! Not as bad as all that. It takes most of
my energy to cope with it. But I can cope with it. It's sharp;
but it's not acute; it's not unbearable, Only I can't think of
much else, while it's going on. Much better be off, you two!
I don't like having visitors when I can't amuse them. But don't
look like that, you darling girl! I'm not going to make faces,
or make noises. I swear to you it isn't so bad."
"I wouldn't think of leaving you, Claudius," said Wizzie
quietly, "but don't worry about me. I'll find lots to do. I'll
treat your house like my own."
"I'll stay—a bit—longer—too," murmured No-man hum-
bly, resuming his former seat and stretching out his legs again,
"but I won't talk. I'll think. I'll think about my book."

